GOLLY   CONSULTS   THE   FACULTY
something " For Men Only," like sermons to which
Mr. Beddy never goes. Something almost magical
in effect. There was an advertisement in the Whit-
worth of a German discovery, a circular which in an
idle hour I perused. It described a West African
bark, and a sample specimen was enclosed.
Weary mischievously broke in: " The Chinese------"
" Aw, my God !" said Golly. " Don't mention
them ! I'd be afraid of them fellows."
The interruption did it. I resolved to tell no one,
but to give it to Golly myself. Well, not exactly
tell no one, for then I wouldn't have had a witness to
attest my success if it came off.
A loud shout from Elwood startled the room,
and the Halogens at their table were surprised that
it was not directed at them. It was a shout of ap-
praisement, of victory.
" A great huer ! Here's a great artist entirely,"
said the Citizen, acclaiming Birrell. They had been
getting on nicely, it seems. Had their " balls of
malt" been made of ivory they could have played
snooker.
"A great artist: he has invented a new disease !"
So he told the Citizen before telling me. Was
that the effect of " low company " on an " artist" ?
Perhaps this sacra fames^ this holy hunger for fame,
made him more at home in a pub with the Citizen
than with me.
" Tension on the tunica, pain along the cord," the
Citizen continued triumphantly. " A new disease,
and our friend's name is immortal ! ' Engaged Man's
Gonad,' or Birrell's Disease. What's this it is ?
Alpha, not; gameo, to marry; and algia, pain.
Agamalgia^ ' Engaged Man's Gonad/ or Birrell's
Disease. Hurrah for Birrell 1" Evidently they were
drunk, disgustingly so. Their language would have
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